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The firfl Part of Henry the Sixt. 


<zj[ilus Frimm . Sccena Frima, 


Dead mifivch* 

Enter the funeral of King Henry the Fifi 3 mended on by 
the Duke of Bedford . Regent of France ; the Dukfi 
ofGleft re * Protect or; the Duke of Exeter War- 
Wid&j the B’ijhcp of V/tnchefhr 7 and 
the Duke of Sower fitt* 

Bedford. 

Vngbcy heaucuswich black;yield day tonight; 
Comets importing change ot'Times and States, 
Branttifh your cry (tali Tretfh in the Skie, 

And with them fcourge the bad Voicing Stars.* 
That hauc consented vnto Henries death : 

King Henry the Fife,too famous to line long, 

England nere loft a King of fa much worth, 

Cjlofi. England ne re had a King vntiil his time; 
Vcmte he had^deferuiog to command, 

Kis brandjfm Sword did blmdetnen with his beames, 
His Armesfprcd wider then a Dragbns Wings: 

His fparkHngEyeSjrepleat with wmhfull fire, 

More dialed and droue back his Enemies, 

Then mid-day Sunne,fierce bent ogamft their fates. 

What fhauld 1 fay? his Deeds exceed all fpeech: 

He neVc lift vp his Hand 3 bi;t conquered, 

Exe, Wc mourne in blade,why mourn we not iii blood? 
Henry is dead,and newer fliall reuiue: 

Vpon a Woodden Coffin \vc attend; 

And Deaths difhonourabie Viflbrie, 

Wc with our (lately prefence glonfie, 

Like Captmes bound to a Teiiiophani: Carre, 

What? fiiall weeurfethe Planets of Mifhap, 

That plotted thus our Glories overthrow? 

Or (hall wethinlcecfic fnbtile-witted French, 

Conjurers and Sorccreis, that afraid of him, 

B / Magick Verfes hane contriu'd his cud* 

Winch, He wasa King.bkft of the King of Kings, 
Vnto the Frcncl^the dreadfull Judgement-Day 
So dreadfull will not be,as was his fight. 

The Battailes of the Lord of Hofts he fought: 

The Churches Prayers made him fo proiperous, 

Gfaft* The Church? where is it? 

I Had not Church-men pray’d, 
j His thred of Life had not fo forme decay'd, 

1 Nonedoeyouiikej but an effeminate Prince, 

I Whom like a Schoole-boy you may ouer-awe- 
ffWchl Clcfter, what ere we like, thou art Protestor* 

And lookeft to command the Prince and Realme* 

Thy Wife Is prowd, fhe hclderh thee in awe, 

: More then God cr Religious Church-men may- 


Glofi. Name not Religion,for thou lou’ft theF!*n. 
And ne're throughout the yeerc to Church th 0 „ P X’ 
Except it be to pray againft thy foes, * 

S«/.Ceafe,ceaferhefe Iarres,& reft your minrl. 

Let’s to the Altar: Heralds wayt on vs; n P tt{ 
In Read of Gold,wee'Ie offer vp our Armes 
Since Armes auayIenor,now that Henry’s dead 
Poftcritic await for wretched ycercs, 1 
When at their Mothers moiftned eves,Babe« fk.it r , 
Our lie be made a Nourifh of fait Tcares, " ■ 

And none but Women left to wayle the dead 
Henry the Fjft, thy Ghott I inuocatc: 

Profper this Real me, kcepe it from Ciuill Broy] tJ 
Combat with aduerfc Planets in the Heauens* ’ 

A farre more glorious Starrc thy Soule will make 
Then Ittliiu C afar,or bright * 

Enter a TlFejfinger. 

Meg. My honourable Lotds : health to youoll; 

Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 

Of lofle, of 03 'jgliter,aiid difcomficure: 

GuyeUtjChampaigne^hdmcs.Oileance, 

Paris Guyfors,Poi£hers,arc all quite loft, 

Btdj. What fay’ft thou man,beforc dead Henry's Coarfe 
Speakc f ortly,or the lode of thofe great Townes 
Will make him burft his Lead,aml rife from death, 
Closl. Is Paris loft? is Roan yceldedvp? 

If Henry were recall'd to life againe, 

Thefe news would caufc him once more yeeldtfieGhoft 
Exe. How were they loft r what trccherie was irs’df 
Meg. No trechcric, but want of Men and Money, 
Atnongft the Soukliers this is muttered. 

That here you roaintaine feucrall Fa&ions; 

And whil’ft a Field (hould be difpareht and fought, 
You are difputingof your Generals, 

One would baue lingring W arre$,with little eoft; 
Another would Bye fwift,but wanteth Wing! : 

A third thinkcs 3 without expence at all, 

By guilefull faire words,Peace may be obtayn’d, 

. Awake,awake,EngIifh Nobilltie, 

Let notflouthdimmcyourHonors.iiew begot; 
Crept are the Flower- de-Luces in your Arraei 
Of England* Coat,one halfe is cut away. 

Exe. Were our Teares wanting to this Fimerall, 
Thefe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides. 

Tiedf, M e they concerne, Regent I am of France; 
Gitie me my Reeled Coat,Ile fight for France, 

Away with thefe difgracefuil wayling Robes; 
Wounds will I lend the French,in ftead of Eyes, 

To weepe their intermiffiue Miferies. 



<Ehefirfl Fart of. Henry the Sixt 


Enter to the* Mother Megtogg 
,/ r T or ds view thefe Letters,full ol bad mifchance. 
fScfinolt ed from theEngHfti quk^ 
ept 

tl,eDoll )h ! n 


netev Townes,of no import. 

ffiS" <**” * ““"m d ** ” M 1 

T n,dard of Orleance witn him is loyn d . 

T ,j Dakeof Aniou, doth take his P 


Exit, 

to him? 


^ n .keof Alanfon flyeth to his fide. 

' -jvDolphin crown’d King? all flye 
« * wher fliaii we Aye from this reproach f 

* We will not flye.btit to out enemies toroatt. 
r if thou be flacke, lie fight it out. 

’clolier. why doubeft thou ot my fotwardnelle? 

. b-JC i mufter’d in my thoughts, 

\Vbercwith already France is ouer-run. 

Enter mother A fegeager. 

r y e r My gracious Lords, to adde to your laments, 
„ r ,, t iiitlf you now bedew King Henries hcarie, 
ifflpftinfowK you ofadifmall fight, 
r twixtinc flout Lord Talbot, and the French. 

W win, What?wherein Talbot ouercame, is’t fo ? 

, t JMtf.O no; wherein Lord Talbot was o’rcthrown; 
thccircutiiftance lie tell you more at large, 
the tenth of Auguftlaft, this dreadfull Lord, 

Reiyrin!? f com c b. e Siege of Or leance, 

P, u j n p full fearcc fix thoufand in his troupe. 

By three and twencie thoufand of the French 
Was round incompafied,and fet vpon: 

Mo Ieyfure had he to enranke his men. 

He wanted Pike* to fet before his Archers: 
jjftjaJ whereof, fharpe Stakes pluckt out of Hedges 
They pitched in the ground confufedly, 
TokcepetheHorferaen ofF } from breaking in. 

More then three houres the fight continued: 

Where valiant Talbot^bone humane thought, 

Enafted wonders with his Sword and Lance. 

Hundreds hcfenttoHell,and nonedurftftand him: 
Here.thcrc.and fuery where enrag’d,he ftew. 

The French ex claym’d, theDeuill was in Armes, 

Blithe whole Army flood agaz’d on him. 

HisSouldiers fpying his vndaunted Spirit, 

A fulkty Talbot,cry’d out amaine, 

And ruflit into the Bowels of the Battaile. 

Here had the Conqucft fully been feal’d vp, 

If Sir Iohn Falflajfc had not play'd the Coward. 

He being in the Vauward, plac't behinde, 

.With purpofe to relieue and follow them. 

Cowardly fled,not hauing ftruck one ftroake. 

Hence grew the generall wrack and maffacre: 

Endofed were they with their Enemies. 

AbafeWalIon,to win theDolphins grace, 

Thmft Talbot with a Speare into the Back, 

Whom all France,with their chiefe aflembled ftrength, 
Durft not prefume to looke once in the face. 

Btdf, Is Talbot flainc then? Iwillfiay my felfe, 
Eorliifmg idly here, in pompe and cafe, 

Whil’ft Inch a worthy Leadcr 3 W3nting ayd, 
Vntohisdaftatd foe-men is betray’d. 

3 -Meg. O no,he lines, but is tooke Prifoner, 

And Lord Scales with him,and Lord Hanger ford .* 

Moft of the reft {Uughter’d,or tooke like wife. 

Bedf, His Ranfomc there is none bist I (hall pay, 

Ilf hale the Dolphin headlong from his Throne, 
lis Crowne fhall be the Raniome of my friend: 

‘cure of their Lords He change for one of ours. 


Farwell my Matters,to roy Taske will I, 

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make, 

To keepe our great Saint Georges Fcaft withall. 

Ten thoufand Souldiers with me 1 will take, 

Whofe bloody deeds fhall make all Europe quake. 

S-LMef So you had need, for Orleance is befieg’d. 
The Englifh Army is growneweake and faint: 

The Earle of Salisbury craueth fupply, 

And hardly kcepcs his men from mucinie. 

Since they fo few,watch fiuch a multitude. 

Exe, Remember Lords your Oathes to Henry fworne: 
Eyther to quell the Dolphin vtterly, 

Or bring him in obedience to your yoakc. 

Tedf, I doe remember it,and here take my leaue, 

To goe about my preparation. Exit Bedford, 

Flog. lie to the Tower with all the haft I can. 

To view th’Arcillerie and Munition, 

And then I will proclayme young Henty Kmg. 

Exit Glofier- 

Exe. To El cam will I, where the young King is. 

Bein'* ordayn’d his fpeciall Gouernor, 

And %i his fafetie there He be ft denife. Exit. 

Winch. Each hath his Place and Fun£Uon to attend; 

I am left out; for me nothing remaines : 

But long I will not be lack out of Office, 

The King from Eltam I intend to fend, 

And fit at chiefeft Sterne of publiqne Weale, 

Exit. 

Sound a Floorif>. 

Enter Charles, Alanfon, and Retgneir, marching 
with Drum and Sottldiers . 

Charles. Tfiars his true mouiug.eiien as in the Heauetil, 
So in the Earth,to this day is not knowne. 

Late did hefhibe vpon the Englifh fide ; 

Now weare Viwfors.vponvs he fmiles. 

What T owncs of any moment,but we hauc f 
At pleafure here welye,neere Orleance: 

Otherwhiles,thc famifht Englifh,like pale Ghofts, 
Faintly befiege vs one houre in a motieth. 

AlanJTbcy want their Porredge,& their fat BulBceues: 
Eyther they tjiuft bedyeted like Mules, 

And hauc their Ptouenderty’d to their mouthes. 

Or pitteous they will looke,like drowned Mice. 

Reigneir. Let’s ray fc the Siege: why liue we idly here ? 
Talbot\% taken,whom we wont to feare: 

Remayneth none but mad-brayn'd Salisbury, 

And he may well in fretting fpend hit gall. 

Nor men nor Money hath he to make Warre, 

Charles. Sound,found Alarum,we will rufh on them. 
Now for the honour of the forlorne French: 

Him I forgiue my death,that killech me. 

When he fees me goe back one foot, or flyej Exeunt. 
Here Alarum, they are beaten back . by the 
Engli(h,withgreat lege. 

Enter Charles, Alanfan, and Reigneir. 

Charles. Who euer faw the likc?what men hauc I? 
Dogges,Cowards,Daftards: I would ne're baue fled. 
But that they left me midft my Enemies, 

Reigneir. Salisbury is a defperateHomicide, 

He fighceth as one weary of his life: 

The other Lords,like Lyons wanting foode, 

Doe rufh vpon vs as their hungry prey, 

k 3 Atanf. Frey. 
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